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T`was upon one of my 
many sleepless ights, 
as I sat crossed in 
meditation seeking 
without knowing, that I 
came across a most 
wonderful and horrible 
vision. 

Unfolding before my 
eyes were the events 

of the final day. A sight 
so gruesome that I 
could hardly stand to 
watch, yet so 
fascinated that I could 
not bring my self to 
look away. 

I forced myself to 
endure this experience 
so that I could then 
relate it to others. 
Though I must admit, I 
know not what good 

this knowledge will 
bring. Perhaps only the 
confort of knowing 
one’s place in the 
universe. For the 
events themselves are 
already set, it is far to 
late to do anything 
about them. As for the 
events themselves, 

they are burned into my 


mind. I could never 
forget them, yet at the 
same time they are so 
overwhelming that I 
could never explain 
them. Not in any way 
which would do them 
justice. I can only 
report them as they 
come to me, yet I fear 
that words alone can 
never adequately tell 
this tale. 


It is a strange day 
indeed when the sun 
rises in the south and 
wanders some thirty 
years before setting in 
the north. Yet one gets 
used to the sight, 
especially as it unfolds 
before you again and 
again, in that odd way 
that things tend to 
happen. All to logically, 
once the sun has set, a 
darkness covers the 
land. But the way it 
does so seems freely 
chosen. The people are 
cast out from their 
homes, and all of the 
accompaning 

inhibitions are lost. 
Some citizens take 
action, and leave few 
survivors. A quest they 
demand. A quest to 
rebuild. A quest to 
remove. A quest to 
regret. 

Perhaps someday the 

sun will rise again. 
Perhaps this time ina 
more proper place. 
Though unfortunate it 
still is, no one shall 
know its name. 
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